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And above, Sir John, the riding man, Swore as only a trooper can. His stream of oaths flowed a rushing tide, Ready and varied and deep and wide.
In a pause of the gale Big Ben glanced back To the rolling ships on the following track, And at once he climbed to where his chief Was coughing and swearing past belief. And cried, " The Admiral signals clear
* Bout ship on the starboard tack.'" " Do  you mean," Sir John asked, " come round on the near,
And gallop the filly back ? Is the man a dolt to spoil our fun, When the sport has scarcely well begun ?"
The mate pointed forrard.   ** There lies the shore, Where the   breakers  roll.   You   can   hear   them
roar.
If we hold this course we shall run aground, And then the Lord help us 1   We're  devilward
bound."
u Gadzooks!" cried Sir John.   " I could ne'er ride
to rocks. So,  steady   and   spin   the  mare   round   on   her
hocks 1"
Our ships like Titans upon parade
Swung about all together as old Monk bade.